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FROCK-COATED YOUTH
My first job as a boy of eighteen was in the publishing house of
Cassell and Company, whose premises were in La Belle Sauvage Yard,
at the foot of Ludgate Hill. It was on the site of an old inn of that name,
called after little Pocahontas who was brought over from Virginia by
Captain Smith in the reign of James I.
Although I started low down on the ladder I advanced to my work
every morning in a top hat and frock coat, impressing as a "young toff"
rough fellows hauling enormous rolls of paper in the courtyard to feed
the printing machines and winking at each other as I passed.
I was in the illustration department to start with, under the direction
of a youngish man named Smith, who was very kind to his new junior.
My colleagues were all middle-aged men on small salaries, which were
just sufficient to maintain their wives and families above the starvation
line. My own salary was not enormous but I paid over part of it to my
father with whom I still lived. One day I was robbed of a golden
sovereign or two, and not caring to confess to this loss made my lunch
for a month on two pennyworth of dried figs, bought in a paper bag
from a fruiterer's shop in old Holywell Street where, during lunch time,
I used to browse among the secondhand book shops. For years
afterwards I dared not look a fig in the face.
One could pick up treasures in Holywell Street which, with its
neighbour, Wych Street (do you remember Stacy Aumonier's story
Which is Wych Street?) was swept away for the making of Aldwyciu
My friend of CasselPs bought an old book for a shilling which he
discovered to be highly valuable. It was a copy of Hudibras with the
first-known illustrations of Hogarth when he was a goldsmith's ap-
prentice. Not even the British Museum had a copy and Smith sold it for
a large sum of money. It created a sensation among the connoisseurs in
literary journals.
My first step up on the ladder of success was due to my effort to leara
German. I was puzzling out a novel in that language one day, wMle
there was nothing much to do at my desk, when I heard a pleasant Voice
behind me.
",Do you read German?"
"I'm trying to," I answered.
I turned round and saw a tall curly-haired man with the bluest
eyes I have ever seen in a human face. They were a deep china blue*
He asked me a few questions about my work and then said: "Come